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OLEMESSA 


BABY MASSAGE OIL 


Time has really changed. | remember 


very well how Mummy used to 
do all her house-hold work and 
even then spared time to 
massage me 


Now, Mummy does_not have time, 

as she has to go tomany important 
places like kitty Parties,Social get 
together etc., so Daddy finds time 

from his office to do house-hold 

jobs and massage me too. 

Anyhow this makes no difference 

to me because my Oil still remains 
Olemessa Baby Massage Oil. 

Contains No Synthetic or Perfume 
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can fee! immediately 

Rate : As. 20/- only for ONE year (12 issues) 

{(Sub.copies will be posted direct by Airmail from German 
Democratic Republic) 
1st issues are already published so subscribe NOW and grab them 
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[MA VJAY ASSOCIATES | 


India’s Premier Magazine Subscription Agency 
231, Dr. D.N. Road, Commissariat Bkig. 1st Floor, 


1 Cut Order Coupon and send to VAY ASSOCIATES by 
‘post of paste on M.O. coupon 
‘Order Coupon 
therewith order MOSAIC in English for one year at 
Rs. 20/- which | am ssnding by M.O. No. 
Please rush me all the issues published. 

| My full name and address with PIN-CODE 


i 

wi 
Agent/Representative or ise, as no one is authorised to 
collect Money on this coupon on our behalf. 


B2C-A-20 





Super Rin strikes whiter 
whiter than any other detergent tabler or bar 
A quality product by Hindustan Lever 
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JAGANNATH, 
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GREETINGS 


With this issue your magazine steps into the 16th year of publication. The 
first thing we feel like doing on this occasion is to greet you, our dear 
readers, who have sustained us with love through formidable difficulties. 

In recent years there has been a growth in magazines even for the young. 
However, like the old good moon in the sky not losing its importance despite 


many publications 
ma too does that. But Chandamama does much more; it helps the to 


grow in their consciousness, grow in the direction of Truth and Light. 












Such a variety of delicious chocolates 


Amul Milk Chocolate, Amul Fruit & Nut, Amul Bitter, 
Amul Crisp; Amul Orangé, Amul Coffee 





Soft and creamy, like 
Swiss chocolates 


its creaminess sealed 
insilver foil 





Three Cheers! 


A six-member team of students from the 
Indian Institute of Technology, Bombay, 
has successfully scaled the 6,349-metre 

igh Phawararang peak in the Kinnaur 
Himalayas. 


For the Children, 

By the Children 

Asia's biggest film complex for children 
and India’s first, will be established on 
the outskirts of Bangalore, at a cost of 
Rs. 6 crores to 8 crores. “Hopefully, 
films would be made not only for chil- 
dren, but also by children,” says Amol 
Palekar, Chairman of the Children’s Film 
Society of India. 


The Oldest Dinosaur 


A dinosaur skeleton more than 225 
million years old has been found in a 
desert in Arizona. Mr. Rob Long, an 
expert from the University of California 
says that this could be the oldest ever 
dinosaur-skeleton found in the world. 


Lost City in the Jungles 


A team of young explorers have disco- 
vered the remains of a legendary lost city, 
in the jungle of Honduras. The city was 
built by the Payas, a red Indian tribe, 
thousands of years ago. 





Is it true that great men are epileptic? 
—Surendra Bhaduri, Kharagpur. 


No, though some great men suffered from epilepsy. Among them were 
Julius Caesar, Alexander the Great and the renowned Russian novelist 
Dostoevsky. 


Why is the famous tower in Paris, near which the Festival of India 
began, is called Eiffel Tower? 


—Vishnu Dubey and friends, Lucknow. 


It is so named after Alexander Gustave Eiffel, its designer. He also 
designed the Statue of Liberty installed at New York Harbour. 


What is John Bull? 
—talitha Subramaniam, Madurai. 


Itis the nickname for an Englishman or for all the Englishmen. The name, 
in this sense, was first used by Dr. John Arbuthnot in his satire, Law is @ 
Bottomless Pit, published in 1712. It is not known whether he invented the 
name or it was already in vogue. 


What is Zionism? 
—Vivek Acharya, Bombay. 


Zionism is the faith among the Jews that they ought to have a separate 
state for themselves. This faith was made into a mission by Theodar Herz 
(1860-1904), a Hungarian Jew. It gradually gathered momentum resulting in 
the establishment of the Jewish State of Israel in 1948. Zionism has not 
come to an end after the achievement of this object. but is a living force 
particularly among the Jews living outside Israel, used to safeguard the 
interest of Israel and Jews in general. 





Phe Saga OF SRI JAGANRATH 


—By Manoj Das 


(Story so far: Vidyapati, sent by King Indradyumna to trace the physical presence of the Lord’s 
‘symbol lying in secret somewhere, reaches the abode of the tribal chief, Visvavasu, and marries 
his daughter, Lalita. Upon his insistence, he is led to a cave, blind-folded, where Visvavasu 
worships some mysterious object. He cares with him a handful of mustard seeds and scatters 
them along the way. As soon as the bandage is removed from his eyes inside the cave. 
Vidyapati sees a dazzling blue light and the vision of Krishna.) 


— 
| isvavasu was a man of few 
| “ words. When he realised that 
Vidyapati was not willing to say 
|why he was so surprised, he did 
|not repeat his question. 

| Vidyapati was brought back 
home in the same manner he 
had been led into the cave— 
blind-folded. Lalita was eagerly 











awaiting his return. “What did| 
you see?” she asked excitedly. 

“Well, nothing very much! 
What miracle can one expect 
inside a gloomy cave?” said} 
Vidyapati. 

Indeed, he must not tell even! 
Lalita the miracle he had experi- 
enced. He alone knew how, 


painful it was to keep it a secret 
from her. Never before in life he 
jhad suffered so much anguish. 
|The king had vested in him a 
jgreat trust. He knew very well 
that Indradyumna was no ordin- 
ary king, but one who had been 
inspired to accomplish a great 
task. It is true, he should not 
keep anything hidden from Lali- 
ta, but she was Lalita, after all? 
}He met her and married her 
lonly because he had set out on 
his mission. Shouldn’t his first 
| obligation be to his mission? 
But the matter was much 
more serious than merely keep- 
ing something hidden from Lali- 
ta. He realised that what Visva- 


| 


vasu worships is the symbol of 
Vishnu. If he is to be faithful to 
his mission, he must decamp 
with the object which Visvavasu 
worships! That will be betraying} 
the faith of Lalita and Visvava- 
su! That will be treachery! 

He argued with himself: Vis-| 
vavasu did not trust him. Had| 
he trusted him, he would not 
have obliged him to visit the 
cave blind-folded. So Vidyapati| 
will only outwit Visvavasu, not} 
betray him. 

But arguments are argu-| 
ments. They cannot truly re-| 
solve any conflict. Vidyapati 
could not sleep for nights) 
together. He remained absent- 





minded during the day. Lalita 
| was at a loss to understand what 
was happening to her husband. 
|Was he unhappy because he 
married her? Was he missing 


the pomp and show of the life in, 


the king’s court? 

“Not the pomp and show, 
Lalita,” Vidyapati at last told 
Lalita in reply to her repeated 
query, “but my home. A long 
time has elapsed since I left the 
city. My people, must be won- 
dering where I am. Should I not 
see my anxious parents? I am 
pensive at the thought of leaving 
jyou. Surely, I cannot propose 
|that you accompany me. Your 
|father will miss you so much! 


Besides, people of my society 
will look at you with such 
curiosity that you'll feel quite} 
uncomfortable.” | 
“How do I care as long as you} 
continue to look at me in the) 
way you do now!” Lalita’s voice} 
was clear, but soon it grew weak| 
when she said, “But who will] 
look after father? Can I leave 
him?” | 
“You cannot and you should 
not. But if you allow me to go, 
I'll come back soon.” 
“Will you? Do you promise?” 
“How can I do otherwise, 
Lalita? Can I remain without| 
you?” } 
Vidyapati’s words brought) 





tears to Lalita’s eyes. “Go 
then,” she said. “Tell your pa- 
rents how eagerly I look for- 
ward to the day when I can be 
blessed by them.” 

Soon Visvavasu was informed 
of Vidyapati’s desire to go 
home. He proposed to send 
many gifts with him. “No,” said 
Vidyapati dissuading him. 
“There will be a time for that— 


my marriage to my parents.” 
“Let it be so,” said Visvavasu 
and he arranged a horse for his 
son-in-law. 
The monsoon had just set in. 
Vidyapati took leave of Visva- 


» It was not difficult for him to 
find the row of tender sprouts 
that had emerged from the mus- 
tard seeds he had scattered. He 


rocks were placed in an intricate 
fashion to check one’s easy en- 
try into it. Vidyapati dis- 
mounted from his horse and 
made his way carefully. 
Inside the cave he was thrilled| 
once again. There was no time 
to lose. “O God, I’m acting 
according to the best of my 
inspiration. If I’m doing wrong, 


casket on which Visvavasu had 
placed flowers hours ago. He 
put it in his bag and went out 
and hopped onto his horse. He 
then galloped at great speed. 
Though not sure of the way, he! 
had the feeling that some super. 
ior force will guide him out of, 
the forest all right. 





THE TRAILING CURSE 








Some villagers were on a visit 
to the town. They lodged in a 
free guest-house. 

‘| A thief entered the house 
when the villagers were: out in 
ithe bazar. He collected their-old 
clothes which they had hung for 
drying and escaped. 

He went to a market and tried 
to sell his booty. But who would 
care. to buy old clothes? The 
thief waited for some naive 
buyers to fall a prey to-his offer. 

Suddenly there appeared be- 
fore him a monkey which began 
to dance and make somersaults. 
‘When the thief’s attention was 





























on it, the master of the monkey 
quietly removed the clothes 
heaped behind him. Needless to}- 
say, the master of the monkey 
too was a thief and he used the 
monkey to distract the attention 
of those who could be his vic- 
tims. 

When the first thief realised 
that the clothes were gone, he 
was quite upset. He raised a hue 
and cry, but nobody could help 
him. 





Next day, in another part of 
the market, the thief saw a 
stranger selling some well- 
packed clothes. “I had a shop, 













but I am now winding up my 
business, That is why I am 
giving away my things extremely 
cheap,” the stranger declared. 

The packets looked new, but 
they were sealed. The thief 
found the price of the items very 
cheap indeed. He was about to 
_ Jopen a packet to examine the 
quality of the stuff inside it 
when the stranger said, “No, 
gentleman, you're not allowed 
to open them before buying. As 
it is, I'm giving them away so 
cheap. Any fool can see that.” 

The thief felt sure that he can 
sell the goods at a much higher 
price. He bought the whole lot. 


The stranger left the place with 
the money. 

The thief, curious to see the 
goods he bought, opened a 
packet. To his shock, he saw it 
to be one of the pieces of old 


clothes he had stolen from the 
guest-house, He opened all the 
packets and saw that they were 
all the clothes he had lost ear- 


‘lier. The stranger had just pack- 


ed them in new covers. “I was a 
fool not to see what was inside!” 
he said with a sigh. 

“When I stole them,” he 
thought, “I had to suffer the 
pangs of fear. When I lost them, 
I had to suffer the pangs of 
disappointment. As if that was 
not enough, I had to pay for 
them too, All this is surely due 
to the curse of the poor villager 
which is trailing me. I don’t 
know how much more suffering 
will come to me if I keep them 
any longer,” he thought. 

Slowly he approached the 
guest-house and threw the bun- 
dle of clothes into the dormitory 
in which the villagers lay asleep. 








Fagin, an old 
frightful-looking 
man in squalid 
quarters. Fagin 
welcomes Oliver 
among other 
viagrent boys 
there and they 


a sudden stop. “Do you see that old 
cove at the bookstall?” the Dodger — 
whispered. -“He'll do very nicely,” 
said the other boy. Oliver was, of 
course, greatly surprised, but he — 
was not permitted to make any 
enquiries. fF 


ro di acta 


it was Olver's tum. "See if you can 
handkerchief from my pocket 
wi me feeling it.” Fagin said. Oliver 
“held bottom of the pocket with one 
nd as he had s seen the Dodger hold it, 
| and draw the h \dkerchief lightly out of it 
“You're a clever boy.” 

saw a sharper lad. 

Here's a sh ing for you.” 


— doing very little except playing the 
insisted they should all 


vhich 
play on every morning. The Dodger and Char- 
lie went out to work every day and when 


he would berate them for their idle and 


Sear ae comeoin fe west 50 


“| see a very promis- 
as career ahead of you, my dear,” Fagin 





In the same instant, the whole mystery of/ 
Fagin’s desire to play games which in-/ 
volved picking pockets became clear to’ 


young Oliver. Confused and frightened, he’ 
took to his heels. 


‘shouted, “ 


The Artful Dodger walked stealthily across 
the road and stood close behind the 
elderly gentleman. Then, to Oliver's alarm 
and horror, he saw the Dodger, plunge his. 
hand into the old man’s pocket and draw 
from there a handkerchief. 


At the very y moment Oliver ‘began to run, 
The old . putting his hand to his 
pocket and missing his handkerchief, 
tumed sharp around. ‘Seeing Oliver run- 
ning away, he. raised his voice and 
ef,” os then mad 





A police officer arrived and seizing 
Oliver by the collar, pulled him to his 
feet. “Don’t hurt him,” the old gentle- 
man said compassionately, “Oh, | 
won't hurt him,” the officer said, drag- 
ging Oliver roughly along the street. 
The gentleman walked with them to 2 


Others took up the cry, and soon Oliver 
was being chased by a host of angry 
citizens who gained on him at every 
insant. A blow stopped Oliver at last. 
As he fall to the pavement, the crowd 
gathered eagerly around him. Covered 
with mud and dust, Oliver looked wildly 
at the faces that surrounded him. 


“kh young pickpocket,” the officer told 
him. Oliver was then pushed through a 


§ door which led to a stone cell, where he 


‘was searched and then locked up, ob- 
viously much to the dismay of the old 
gentleman. “There is something in that 


| boy's face,” said the old gentleman to 


himself. “He looks like someone ! re- 
member..." is 





Presently, Oliver was removed from the cell and taken with the old gentleman to see 
a certain Mr. Fang, the magistrate who was well known for his severity. “How do you 
propose to deal with this case?" his clerk asked in a low voice, after Mr. Fang had 
Studied the policeman's report. “Summarily,” replied Mr. Fang, “He stands 
committed for three months—hard labour, of course.” 


On hearing this, poor Oliver fainted. 
And it was at this point that an unex- 
pected guest entered. "Turn that man 
out,” ordered Mr. Fang. “| will not be 
turned out," cried the man. “I keep the 
bookshop, and | saw it all, The boy is 
innocent!” "The poor boy,” said the 
_elderly man, “I was sure myself that he 
was innocent. Call a coach somebody, 


After Mr. Fang had reluctantly discharged 
Oliver, the gentleman, whose name 
-tumed out to be Mr. Brownlow, had him in 
a coach in no time at all. In this manner a 
new phase of Oliver's life began. 





he king was unable to sleep 
| that night. He tossed in his 
bed, now and then heaving 
jsighs. The queen understood 
jthat the king was disturbed in 
[mind. 

“My lord!” spoke the queen 
kindly. “Ever since you re- 
turned from the court you are 
|putting on an angry look. And 
mow you are unable to sleep. I 
jwonder why?” 

The king heaved a deep sigh. 


{He raised his eyebrows and 
gnashed his teeth. Finally he 
jsaid, “It is all because of the 
| jester in my court.” 


THE JESTER’S CHOICE 


“What? “A jester! Should a 
jester be the cause of your 
wrath?” the queen said curling} 
her lips contemptuously. “You 
should excuse me, my lord!” she} 
continued. “A jester in the] 
court is expected only to please 
the king and make him happy. 
And he has freedom to make 
light of persons or their ac-| 
tions...” 

“You are right!” interrupted 
the king. “But my jester has 
misused his freedom. Today he 
made jest of me.” 

“Made jest of you!” the 
queen expressed surprise. 





“Yes. And that too in the 
presence of my courtiers,” re- 


ontrollable rage. 

“What did your jester say?” 
asked the queen. “Letume share 
the joke, my lord.” 

The king saw a fleeting smile 
on her lips. He stared into her 
eyes and shouted, “It’s no joke. 
It is an insult!” 

The queen thought it unwise 
to proceed further. “Unpardon- 
able, my lord,” she said stres- 
sing every word. “It is unpar- 
donable. The jester should be 
punished with death.” 

The king looked happy. “Yes. 
I too have decided on the same 


course of action. The insult 
must be avenged with death.” 
He became calm and closed his 
eyes. The queen slept with the 
satisfaction that she had pacified 


‘the king. But the king was 


awake. He was thinking how to 
insult the jester before killing 
him: 
Before it was daybreak the 
king had decided what to do. 

Beaming with a sense of satis- 
faction, he went to the court. 
No sooner had he taken his seat 
than his eyes looked for the 
jester. 

The jester grinned as usual 
and saluted the king with both 
his hands. 

“Scoundrel,” cried the king. 
“Yesterday you insulted me on 
the pretext of joking. And today 
I snall do away with your jokes 


_ together with yourself. You 


shall be punished with death.” 
The jester began shivering. 
With great difficulty he man- 
aged to stammer: “My joke was 
never meant to insult you, your 
Majesty. It was just a joke!” 
“Enough!” cried the’ king 
waving his hand at the jester. “I 
shall hear no more from you!” 
The king then beckoned one 
of his servants to fetch a street 
dog. The order was immediately’ 




















obeyed. 


courtiers were unable to read 
the mind of the king. While all 
wondered why the cur was 
brought into the court, the king 
said addressing the jester: 
“Fool! To me you are nothing 
more than the dog that you see 
here. I give you the liberty of 
killing this cur in any manner 
you like. I will use the same 
method to kill you.” 

The courtiers waited with 

bated breaths. The king sat 
twirling his moustache and smil- 
ing mischievously. But the jes- 
ter remained calm. 
“Come on, my boy. What sort 
of weapon you would like to use 
for killing this cur?” asked the 
king. 

The jester remained silent. 
Anxious minutes passed. He 
went near the cur and gave it a 
piteous look. The cur, out of 
fear, began to growl. He then 





brought it down. 

“My lord, I have just demons- 
trated how I would kill the dog. 
I would smash it, holding it by 
the tail. The king can do the 
same to me.” 

The king was nonplussed. In 





The jester as well as the - 
















the faces of the courtiers anxiety 
gave way to smiles. They clap- 
ped their hands. 

“But I am not going to leave 
you at that.” the king said. “For 
you, there is no escape from 
death. If you are not going to 
die a death according to my 
choice, I allow you to die as you 
choose. Now speak! How do 
you wish to die?” 

While the jester remained si- 
lent, the Prime Minister stood 
up and said, “Your Majesty! 
You are known not only for 
your valour and strength but} 
also for your wisdom. The ac- 
cused jester has escaped death 
by using his wit. Is it not wise to' 










































allow him to live?” 

“Yes, your Majesty! 1 am not 
very big and I do not occupy 
much space in your court,” 
pleaded the jester. 

The king laughed like a mad 
devil and told-his Prime Minis- 
ter: “I have decided to kill him. 
He managed to escape in the 
first round, But I am sure he will 
meet his death in the second and 
last round.” His words sounded 
final. 

Sad at heart, the courtiers 
looked at the jester. They 
couldn’t but admire him when 
they found no trace of fear on 
his clownish face. 

“Second and last round, my 
dear jester. Tell me how you 
wish to die,” asked the king 
again. 

The jester moved towards the 
king and prostrated before him. 
“Your Majesty!” he said re- 


maining in the same position. 
“Ever since you honoured me 
with the appointment of the 
court-jester, you have been kind 
to me. You have treated me as 
your good companion. You 
praised me over my wits and 
laughed heartily when I joked. I 
thank you for your kindness.| 
Now that you have permitted 
me to choose my own death...” 
He stopped awhile and pouted 
his lips. 

“Speak out!” cried the much 
eager king. “how do you wish to 
die?” 

“Your Majesty! I wish to die 
of old age,” the jester replied. 

Everybody’s face brightened 
up. “Bravo, witty chap!” the 
courtiers exclaimed. 

The king pardoned the jester. 
Needless to say by that time his 
anger had subsided. 

—Retold by P. Raja 








[Lo ‘ago 9 there was a wealthy 
young man named 
Dvaipayan. One day he re- 
nounced the world and went 
jaway to the Himalayas. He lived 
|the life of an ascetic for years, 
living under a tree or in a cave. 
|He did not mind the beating sun 
jor torrential rains. 

Many. years passed. 
Dvaipayan decided to visit some 
holy places. First he reached the 
city of Varanasi where he 
|chanced to meet his childhood 
|friend, Mandavya. At Man- 
|davya’s request, he became his- 
janet ' 

One morning Mandavya’s 
young son was playing with a 
ball. The ball rolled into a hole. 
The boy thrust his hand into it, 
little knowing that there was a 
serpent inside. He was bitten by 





the serpent. 

He cried in agony and 
swooned away. His parents| 
came running to him. When 
they understood that the boy 
had been bitten by a serpent, 
they were horrified. 

Dvaipayan sat under a tree a 
little away from their house, 
engrossed in meditation. Man- 
dayya and his wife carried their 
son to him. Laying the boy 
before him, they said, “Friend, 
please use your spiritual power 
and save our child.” 

Dvaipayan looked pale. 
“Mandavya,” he said, “though I 
have spent many years in the 
Himalayas, I have gained no 
such power by which I can save 
the boy. Nor do I ‘know any 
mantra to eradicate the effect of 
poison. I’m so sorry.” 


EF 


“Don’t say so, my friend, 
don’t make me feel helpless. 
After all, you have devoted so 
many years to spiritual pursuit. 
That itself must have earned 


you some power. Please do 
whatever you can applying that 
much power,” said Mandavya 
most anxiously. 

“My brother, truth alone and 
nothing else can save the boy,” 
said Dvaipayan. He then closed 
his eyes and said, as if addres- 
sing Providence, “At the start of 
my life as an ascetic, I was a 
sincere seeker after truth. I was 
meditating and praying regular- 
ly. As time passed, my sincerity 
was gone. I lost interest in my 





quest. I am, of course, con- 
tinuing as a hermit, but that is} 
merely as a course of habit. This 
is my truth. Let my confession 
save this boy.” 

Dvaipayan put his hand on} 
the boy’s head. The boy opened | 
his eyes and called out to his} 
mother, but swooned away} 
again. 

The boy’s parents who had 
become hopeful for a moment, 
were plunged in gloom again. 
“What happened? Why did the 
child swoon away again?“ they 
asked, almost smiling. 

“The truth I spoke had some 
effect. It reduced the impact of 
the serpent’s poison to some 
degree. I’m afraid, I can do 
nothing more. If you speak 
some truth about yourself, it 
may be more effective,” said 
Dvaipayan. 

“I am known to be hospitable 
and charitable. Well, I conduct 
myself in that manner, But I 


* have no zeal for either charity or 
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hospitality. I give alms very 
reluctantly, only to keep up my 
reputation. This is the truth 
about myself. I pray, let my son 
come out of the crisis,” mut- 
tered Mandavya, while moving 
his fingers on his son’s body. 

The boy sat up and smiled, 


but he failed in his effort to 
walk. He wept. 

“Your confession has further 
improved your son’s condition. 
Let your wife come out with the 
secret of her mind. That might 
fully restore the boy to health,” 
Dvaipayan told Mandavya. 

“But how can I make any 
confession in your hearing? I'll 
speak it alone,” said Man- 
davya’s wife. 

“In that case it will remain a 
secret; it will not bea confes- 
sion,” reminded Dvaipayan. 

Mandavya’s wife got over her 
hesitation. “My son,” she said, 
addressing the boy, “for me the 
world is like the serpent’s hole 


into which you put your hand. 
I always feel as if I am dying 
with poison. It is because my 
husband does not care for my 
problems and sufferings. My 
parents have forgotten me. That 
is why I hate everybody in my 
family, my child excepting. I 
only pretend to be sweet to all. I 
have confessed my secret so that 
you, my child, will become fully 
well.” 

The boy stood up and began 
to run, All rejoiced at it. 
Dvaipayan blessed the boy 

Next day Dvaipayan got 
ready to leave for another place 
of pilgrimage. Mandavya asked 
him, “My friend, if you have no 





interest in leading the life of a 
hermit, why don’t you return to 
worldly life?” 

“It is not easy to do so, my 
friend! One who returns to 
worldly life after renouncing it is 
considered an outcaste by the 
society. Secondly, once you get 
accustomed to a way of life, you 
find it difficult to break away 
from it. Besides, there is the 
hope that one day I will grow 
sincere once again,” replied 
Dvaipayan. Then he asked 
Mandavya, “Why do you prac- 
tise hospitality and charity if you 
do not find any joy in them?” 

“My grandfather and father 
had become famous for these 
virtues, Lest people should call 
me miser, I continue to do what 
they were doing,” explained 
Mandavya. 

Mandavya then asked his 
wife, “If the world appears to 


you as bad a place as a serpent’s 
hole, how do you tolerate it?” 

“What else can I do? As a 
woman I must adjust with any 
condition, however bad. That is 
why I never grumble, but suffer 
silently,” said the woman. 

“Indeed, I have never paid 
any attention to your suffering. 
That was very unwise of me. I 
will be cautious in the future. I 
will share all your problems,” 
said Mandavya. 

“[’'m happy to hear you say 
so. You should also try to find 
joy in your hospitality and char- 
ity. That will win you piety. 
Similarly, I should become a 
devoted hermit, instead of a 
hermit only by habit. Let there 
be no difference between our 
actions and thoughts,” said 
Dvaipayan and he set out for 
another destination. 

(Adapted from the Jataka) | 








IR Ajaysingh. w was a preat 
lover of art. He was very 
lhappy when his daughter Rekha 
showed deep interest in paint- 
ing. He appointed the best artist 
as her master. 

A few years passed. One day, 
the master told the king, 
“Maharaja, I have taught the 
princess all that I know of paint- 
ing. Now, she is herself an adept 
in painting.” 

The king was very pleased 
land rewarded the master suit- 
jably. 
| Some months passed, During 
|this period Princess Rekha was 
seen busy doing a large paint- 
jing. At last it was over. It was of 
a valiant prince riding a white 
stallion. Everyone in the court 
appreciated it. Raja Ajaysingh 
was beyond himself with joy. 

But, soon after, the princess 
was seen to be sad and depress- 
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THE PRINCESS. 
IN DISTRESS 


ed. As days passed she was 
becoming more and more un- 
happy and often she was seen 
crying sitting near her painting. 
Even her health began to decay. 

The king was very worried. 
He could not see his only daugh- 
ter suffering. One day, his 
Minister said, “Maharaja, 
perhaps the princess has com- 
mitted an error in the painting 
and it is because of that that she 
is so sad.” 

Princess Rekha’s art master 
was called and asked to judge 
the painting. 

“Maharaja,” said the master 
after looking at the picture very 
closely, “to the best of my 
knowledge there is no defect in 
the painting. It is a masterpiece; 
it cannot be excelled.” 

Thus, another day, a play- 
mate of Princess Rekha secretly 
approached Raja Ajaysingh and 
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\said, “Maharaja, pardon me for 
saying so, but, I feel that the 
princess has seen somewhere 
the prince she has painted and 
lshe has fallen in love with him. 
That is perhaps the cause of her 
sadness.” 

The king too had suspected 
such a possibility. So, he and the 
queen approached the princess 
and said, “Dear Rekha, tellus if 
you have fallen in love with the 
prince you have painted. We 
will request him to come to our 
kingdom and we shall gladly 
arrange your marriage with 
him.” 

“Father,” said a sobbing prin- 
cess, “I did not think that your 
understanding of my feelings is 
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so shallow.” And she ran away 
from the room, 

Not knowing how to solve the} 
problem, the king got a public} 
announcement made: Whoever | 
can find out the reason of his} 
daughter's sadness will be re-| 
warded in gold. 

Many doctors and wisemen 
tried. But, all of them failed to 
get to the root cause of Princess 
Rekha’s sadness. 

One morning, a handsome 
man, named Chitrasen, came to 
the king and said, “Maharaja, 
please give me the opportunity 
to see*Once the famous painting 
done by the Princess and maybe 
I shall be able to find out the |- 
cause of her depression.” 

So many had said the same 
thing! The king, rather irritated, 
said, “Young man, every one 
has seen the painting and appre- 
ciated it. But, I want the cure 
for my daughter’s condition. 
How much do you know of art 
of medicine?” 

“Maharaja,” replied Chit- 
rasen, “I am young but I am 
myself a master of art, dance 
and music. I have worked sever- 
al years in King Surendra’s 
court.” 

Ultimately, the young artiste 
was allowed to see the painting 


After seeing it, Chitrasen 
said, “Maharaja, the painting is 
extraordinary and it cannot be 
bettered. Now I know the cause 
of the princess’s sadness.” 

“What is it?” asked the king. 

“Maharaja, I shall reveal it 
when the time comes—pardon 
me for saying so. But now, the 

i . Please 


the difference in a month or 
two.” 

Chitrasen spoke so confident- 
ly that the king was impressed 
by him and he appointed the 
artiste as the master for his 


One day the king and the 
minister visited Chitrasen in the 
hall of Arts. He was overjoyed 
to see his daughter smiling 
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“Chitenen, now at least tell 
us the secret of your success— 
what was the cause of my 
daughter’s sadness?” asked the 


“Maharaja, Princess Rekha 
had achieved everything she 
could in painting. After com- 
pleting her masterpiece she felt 
that she had nothing more to 
achieve. Such a thing makes an 
artiste very depressed. That is 
why I wanted her to learn danc- 
ing and singing so that she could 
become aware of other horizons 
of perfection which she could 
reach. Now that she has realized 
this truth, she is happy and her 
normal self,” explained Chit- 
rasen. 

Raja Ajaysingh was very 
pleased with Chitrasen’s depth 
of knowledge and he appointed 
him as his advisor. 
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BIRD WITH 
BUILT-IN 
BINOCULARS 


The vulture Is renowned for its needie-sharp 
long-distance vision. = * 
Jf. You sould stand on a craggy mountain and 
ook at the valleys through a pair of binoculars, 
you could be having a vulture’s-eye view of the 
world, No bird—or human—has better eyes 
than the vulture, which has its own built-in pair 
of binoculars. 

It can see objects a long way off very clearly 
because there are two focussing points in each 
eye. One focussing point is used for seeing 
things at close querters. But for things that are 
in the distance, the vulture brings its second 


Such keen eyes are needed by the vultures, 
which, with the hawks and the harriers, belong 
to a varied group of flesh-saters. Each has a 
strongly hooked bill, and its nostrils are in soft, 
leathery skin called a cere. Its strong feetend in 
three toes directed forward and one backward, 
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Vultures are large birds up to a metre long. 
‘There are no feathers on their heads or necks, 
where the skin is often coloured. 


Soaring Flight 
There are many kinds of vultures, and typical 
of them is the black vulture which lives in the 


twigs. In this is‘laid a single large egg, richly 


few metres, it slows itself down with two or 
three heavy strokes of the wings. 

Griffon vultures usually nest on rocks, and, in 
the south of Europa, probably lay their eggs in 
February, @5 young ones are usually found in 
most nests early in April. 

During incubation, one bird 











stand, was seen continuing its feast while lying 
on its side, 

In America there are birds of a different family 
generally known as condors. They extend from 
Canada to Cape Hom, and they can catch their 
prey alive. 

Among them is the largest flying bird— 
Andean condor of South America, which some- 
times has a wing span of three metres. A 
remarkable feature about the condor is its ability 
to hover without flapping its wings, it being 
supported by currents of rising warm air. 

Climbers, suddenly coming to the brow of a 


precipice, are treated to a fine spectacle when 
20 or 30 of these birds start heavily from their 
resting place and wheel away in majestic 
circles. 

Before the motorcar era, turkey vultures 
could be seen walking in the streets of the 
southern United States. They roosted in the 
housetops, completely ignored by passers-by. 

They look their best when aloft, floating in 
ever-changing circles without any apparent 
movement of their wings. But their airborne 
beauty soon disappears when they land and 
become the scavengers of the animal kingdom. 
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hivshankar had one son and 

one daughter. Soon after his 
studies, the son got married to a 
girl from a neighbouring village. 

Until the marriage, there 
were only two ladies at home - 
Shivshankar's wife and the 
daughter - and there was har- 
mony between the two. They 
had similar habits and similar 
ways of thinking. But, with the 
coming of the daughter-in-law, 
the harmony got disturbed. New 
habits had to be accommodated 
and there were always some- 
things that went wrong. 

One day, the mother-in-law 
was going to fetch water from 
the well. As she went out, she 
told the daughter-in-law, “Look 
Rukmini, I’ve kept a pot of dal 
on the stove. After some time 
put two spoonfuls of salt in it- 
Don’t you forget to do it,” and, 
saying so, she went out. 


After sweeping the floor, the 
daughter-in-law put, as was 
ordered by her mother-in-law, 
two spoonfuls of salt in the dal. 
After mixing it well, she left it to 
boil further. 

After a little while, the 
daughter of the house entered 
the kitchen. Seeing the dal boil- 
ing she thought, “My sister-in- 
law is very forgetful. I am sure 
this time also she has forgotten 
to put salt in the dal. Now that 
uncle is here on a visit, I better 
not take any chances; otherwise 
he will find it tasteless.” And 
she added a quantity of salt. 

A little while later, the 
mother fetched water and 
straight went to the kitchen. 
Seeing the dal on the stove, she 
told herself, “Oh, this Rukmini! 
She doesn’t do a single thing 
that I tell her to. I cannot 
depend on her any more.” And 


she added two more spoonfuls 

of salt. 
When the lunch was served, 
the uncle shouted, “Eh! there is 
» you 


“No, brother, I assure you, I 
have myself put salt in the dal,” 
said Shivshankar’s wife. 

“Mother,” cried the daughter 
from the next room, “I have put 
some salt in the dal thinking that 
my sister-in-law has as usual 
forgotten to put it!” 


“Mother,” joined the daugh- 
ter-in-law, “you had asked me 
to put salt in the dal. How can 1 
do otherwise, though you. al- 
ways find fault with me?” 


Shivshankar felt very embat- 
rassed: “I am ashamed to see 
such lack of faith among one 
another in the house. Hence- 
forth each one will do her own 
work and not expect the others 
to do it for her.” 


All stood, their ‘heads hung. 


Once a reader told Mark Twain, “Sir, |’ ‘Ibe happy to tee 


to have read your Huckleberry Finn.” 


This - was an 


| comment. Mark Twain, looking sad, was going to ask, “Was 
bad?” But, before that the reader explained, “So that | coaa hay 
the great. piragut of reading it for the FEN 








THE MAGIC 
NECKLACE 


D** was the night and weird 

the atmosphere. It rained 
from time to time. At intervals 
of thunderclaps and the moan- 
ing of jackals could be heard the 
eerie laughter of ghosts. Flashes 
of lightning showed fearful 
faces. 

But King Vikram swerved 
not. He climbed the ancient tree 
once again and brought the 
corpse down. However, as soon 
as he began crossing the deso- 
late cremation ground with the 
corpse lying on his shoulder, the 
vampire that possessed him 
observed, “O King, what is your 
purpose in taking such pains? 
Are you sure that you'll make 
use of the reward that. might 
come to you at the end of your 
labour? I’m putting this ques- 
tion to you because there are 
instances of men throwing away 
the boons that come to them. 
Let me narrate a story to you to 
prove my point. Pay attention to 














it. That might bring you some 
elief.” 

The vampire went on: This 
appened when the kingdom of 
Kuntal was ruled by King Shan- 
tasheel. He loved his people 
very much. Also, he was an able 
ruler who dealt severely with 
dishonest or corrupt officials. 
At the same time he bestowed 
handsome rewards on honest 
and hard-working officials. 

There. was no fear of bandits. 
or hoodlums in his kingdom. 
But natural calamities like cyc- 
lones and floods often harassed 
the people. Whenever any such 
calamity struck an area, the king 


himself rushed there and partici- 
pated in the relief work. Some- 
times he even jumped into the 
flood waters and rescued 
drowning people. 

Once the northern region of 
the kingdom was lashed by a 
terrible cyclone. It was followed 
by flood. The king camped in a 
room adjacent to a temple. He 
supervised the rescue and relief 
operations with a keen eye. His 
officers were working tirelessly. 
However, he had the feeling 
that the operations could be 
much more prompt and smooth 
if the officers worked more sin- 
cerely. 











After a few days the king 
started for his capital. The main 
road had been disrupted by the 
flood, He had to take to a round 
about way that passed through a 
forest. 

In that forest lived a yogi. He 
could perform miracles. The 
king respected him, though he 
had never met him. 

The king took this opportun- 
ity to pay a visit to the yogi’s 
hermitage. The yogi was very 
happy. He said, “O King, I 
know all about your hard work 
for the people. I am extremely 
pleased with you. I wish I could 
be of some help to you.” 


“Noble Soul, I’ve a question 
to put to you, Is there any way 
to change the nature of men?” 
asked the king. 

The yogi smiled. “My dear 
King, it is not within the capac- 
ity of anyone to change human 
nature. However, if anyone sin- 
cerely desires to change himself, 
he can change. Nobody else can 
do that. God helps those who 
want to change for the better.” 

The king nodded approving- 
ly. The yogi then asked. “O 
King, why did you ask this 
question?” 


“Holy One, when I observe) 


my Officers in action, I get the| 








feeling that they were not quite 
sincere in their work. I wish 
they worked harder and with 
love for the suffering people,” 
said the King. 

The yogi kept quiet for a 
moment. “O King,” he then 
asked, “Can you wait here for 
day?” 

“Why not! It is a privilege for 
me to be in your company.” The 
king perched his tent in the 
forest. 

The yogi sat in meditation for 
the whole night. In the morning 
he gave a fine casket to the king 
and said, “O King, this contains 
a magic necklace. If you put this 
on and instroct your officers to 
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do something, they will work | 
with great zeal. One man’s work | 
will equal the work of two. This | 
necklace will remain effective | 
for atleast five years. Its power | 
will vanish when I leave my| 
body.” 

The king stood silent for al 
long time.- Then he lifted his} 
head and said, “Noble Soul, | 
please excuse me. I should not | 
have anything like this.” 

The yogi did not take offence | 
at the king’s refusal to accept| 
the necklace. He smiled and 
said, “I bless you, my son! Let 
your officers be lucky enough to 
feel inspired by you.” 

The king bowed to the yogi 
and left for his capital. 

The vampire paused for a 
while and then said in a chal- 
lenging tone, “O King, I cannot 
understand whether King Shan- 
tasheel was foolish or a non- 
believer in supernatural powers. 
Why should he refuse to receive 
an object of rare worth offered 
by the yogi? What do you think 
of it? Answer me if you can. 
Should you keep mum despite 
your knowledge of the answer, 
your head would roll off your 
neck.” 

King Vikram answered forth- 


with: hse Ring ae erove! “| 








himself wise and the yogi real- 
ised that. From the dialogue 
between the king and the yogi it 
was quite clear that the necklace 
could not have changed human 
nature. It could have given a 
special impetus to the officers 
for a few years. But what after 
that? They would have got 
accustomed to work only under 
the artificial zeal given by the 
necklace. Their natural zeal 
would have died. Once the pow- 
jer of the necklace would have 
come to an end, they would 


have become worse than what 
they were. That is why the king 
declined to receive the neck- 
lace. The yogi appreciated his 
decision. He said that let the 
officers be inspired by the king’s 
example, The king worked out 
of his sincere love for his peo- 
ple. The best thing for the offic- 
ers would be to look upon him 
as their model!” 

No sooner had the king con- 
cluded his answer than the vam- 
pire, along with the corpse, gave 
him the slip. ' 




























= king of Golconda had two —on_any pretext? Can't we be 
daughters, Prabha and _ friends? The whole country 
Reenamba. They looked like would then respect us much) 
twins, Prabha being a year older = more!” 
than Reenamba. But, their na- “I do not care. about the 
tures differed very much, as Whole country,” replied Prabha. 
much as the hot summer day “First, you start respecting me 
and the cool evenings of springs. and obey me in everything | tell 
Prabha was a haughty girl, you.” 
She was very proud that she was Of course, it was not possible 
a princess and she behaved with for such a thing to happen: 
all accordingly. She orderd ab- | Reenamba could not anaes 
out everyone in the palace and to _ proud Prabha. 
showed her temper at the slight- It so happened that one ay a 
est provocation. Above all, she — scultptor came to the king of 
was extremely jealous of Golconda and offered to make 
Reenamba. - sculptures for the king. After} 
Reenamba was docjle and testing his talents, the king 
sweet-tempered. She was appointed him as the chief; 
friendly towards all and every sculptor of the court. 
one loved her, except, of The sculptor, Vedan, quietly 
course, Prabha. worked in the king’s garden, 
One day, Reenamba told making beautiful statues. 
Prabha, “Sister, why do you Prabha and Reenamba liked his 
have to pick up quarrels withme —_ work and visited him everyday. 





















Whenever they put any question 
to him, Vedan replied to them 
in a pleasant manner, but with- 
out any show of reverence. 

“Why do you speak to me as 
if I was a commoner?” asked 
Prabha one day. “Are you not 
just a paid artiste of the king 
and must you not behave like 
one when speaking to a prin- 
cess?” Prabha demanded. 

“Other people may be afraid 
of you, but, I see only your 
beauty which is more important 
to me as an artiste. And, your 
anger only enhances your beau- 
ty and J love you for that,” 
teplied Vedan, fearlessly. 

“How dare you speak to me 
like that?” said Prabha angrily. 
“Wait till I get you punished!” 

However, in the heart of 
jheart, she felt happy about 
Vedan. He was the only one to 
. |declare his love to her and not 
to her sister Reenamba. And, 
slowly, she started visiting the 
artiste all alone, not telling 
Reenamba anything about it. 
However, she always main- 
tained her stance of a proud 
princess. 

One day, Reenamba visited 
the town of her uncle. She was 
surprised to see that the people 
there were suffering without wa- 





ter, There had been no rains 
since two years and all the lakes 
and wells had almost dried up. 
Reenamba felt very sad at heart 
and sincerely prayed to God 
Veruna, for his grace. 

All of a sudden, something 
happened to Reenamba. By a 
special capacity that opened up 
in her overnight, she could see 
clearly any hidden wealth and 
the water sources under the 
earth. After an initial doubting, 
the people of the kingdom came 

« to believe Reenamba and they 
dug wells on the spots pointed 
out by her and found plenty of 
water. Similarly, they found 
buried wealth too! Soon, the 
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people of the town came to 
believe that Reenamba was an 
incarnation of a goddess. They 
wanted to have her statue instal- 
led-in their town. Some of them 
approached the king and told 
him all about Reenamba. 
The king asked Vedan to 
make a statue of his younger 
daughter. Needless to say, 
Prabha’s jealousy and anger in- 
cresed two fold. She called up a 
few hoodlums and ruffians and 
intructed them that once the 
statue of Reenamba was instal- 




















sion and chaos in the kingdom. 
Prabha succeeded in her plan. 
Soon after the statue of 








led, they should create confu-_ 





Reenamba was unveiled, there 
were hooliganism and plunder- 
ing in the kingdom. Word 
spread that all this was due to} 
the inauspicious statue of 
Reenamba. 

The king was surprised to 
hear the complaints. He sum- 
moned Vedan’s guru and said, 
“OQ Master, I thought that 
Vedan was your best disciple 
and that whatever he does will 
only bring good luck to my 
kingdom. But, unfortunately, 
his statue of Reenamba has only: 
been an ill-omen. I know very 
well my daughter, Reenamba—| 
her sweet, humble and devoted 
nature can never do any harm to 
my people. It is your disciple 
that has brought about all this !” 

The great sculptor replied, 
“O King, I can assure you that 
Vedan is a master artiste. 
However, let me see the statue 
once.” 

So, the king, the guru and 
Vedan—all the three went to 
see the statue. On seeing it, the 
guru said, “As a piece of art, it 
is almost perfect. And yet, there 
is a bad vibration around it and 
that only Vedan will be able to 
explain.” 

Vedan came forward and ex- 
plained, “Gurudev, the statue is 























































actually not of Reenamba butof So, she begged pardon off 
Prabha, whom I love in spite of | Reenamba and promised that 
her ill temper and jealousy to- henceforth she would change 
wards Reenamba. Their physic- _ herself for the better. 


al resemblance is so close that I The king too felt happy about 


thought no one will ever notice i cas : 
ii; However, I.cannot hide. the the change. As Vedan loved her 
truly and deeply, he gave 


ba eee yon Parga ie, Prabha in marriage to him. 

Prabha realised that her ill After the marriage, Prabha 
temper and jealousy had wreck- requested Vedan to make a 
ed the life of the people of a beautiful statue of Reenamba 
whole town. If she does notstop Which she herself got installed in 
and change herself, then the the most beautiful spot of the 
whole kingdom may be ruined. _ kingdom, 


“It is not how old you are that matters, but how you have 
grown old—whether through pride and stupidity or through 
alertness and humility,” says an old sage. 





















Vir himself was not an artiste 
but he was a lover of art. He 
used to invite artistes, receive 
them with due honour and 
arrange for their performances. 
Whatever money he used to get 
from those programmes, he 
shared it between the artiste and 
himself. Thus, he soon became 
a rich man. 

One day, Vijay took a musi- 
cian to Annapura and arranged 
for his demonstration there. 
The people of Annapura were 
overjoyed to hear the musician. 
Out of the audience a gentle- 
man, richly dressed, came to the 
stage and invited both Vijay and 
the musician to his house. 

Vijay was surprised to see the 
great honour and care showered 
upon them. While parting, Pra- 
kash, the rich man, gave beauti- 
ful gifts to the artiste. 

Vijay was very much impress- 


ed by Prakash’s devotion to art 
and artistes. He decided to take 
every artiste, that he would 
invite,-to Annapura, and, to 
Prakash’s house. 

Some months passed and with 
each passing month Vijay’s 
admiration for Prakash in- 
creased. He thought that every- 
one in the town should come to 
know about Prakash and his 
love of art. So, one day, he went 
to the eminent persons. of the 
town and talked to them about 
Prakash. 

Vijay was shocked to hear 
their comments; “Prakash is a 
selfish man; we do not want to 
hear about him,” said one of the 
doctors. “Oh! Prakash! He is 
such an egotist that we can’t 
even speak to him,” said the 
headmaster of the town’s big- 
gest school. 

It is a common thing that 









people often become jealous of 
any talented person. So must be 
the case with Prakash thought 
Vijay. And, he continued to 
admire Prakash. 

One day, however, he asked 
Prakash, “Being a great lover of 
art, have you not yourself learnt 
any art?” 

“Who said that I do not know 
any art? Come with me and I'll 
show you my works of art,” 
replied Prakash. 

Vijay was pleasantly sur- 
prised to see in the gallery 
paintings and sculptures. 
Although they were not so artis- 
tic, they bore evidence of talent. 

“Have you done all these?” 
asked Vijay when he recovered 
from his surprise. 

“Yes, Vijay,” replied Pra- 
kash. “By my twenty-fifth year I 

mastered all the sixtyfour arts.” 
‘| “You are a real genius. Pra- 
kash. How is it that you have 
not yet exhibited your art or 
given any performances?” asked 
Vijay. 

“I do not want to exhibit my 
talents in front of ordinary peo- 
ple,” said Prakash. 

“Then, I’ll arrange for you an 
audience with the king himself. 
He’ll receive you with due hon- 
our” said Vijay, with great en- 









































“Vijay, no man is yet born 
who can understand my know- 
ledge of art. Nor is there any 
one fit enough to honour me. 
That is why I cannot accept your; 
invitation” said Prakash proud- 
ly. “All, all, are fools!” he 
added. 

Vijay was stunned to hear this 
from Prakash. “When you in- 
vited artistes and paid them 
your respects, did anyone ques- 
tion your ability to do so? 


























you!” said Vijay in a serious 
tone. : 
“I am fit to honour any one, 












but, no one is fit to pay me my 
due honour,” said Prakash in a 
grave tone. 

Vijay kept quiet. 

“T hear that in the neighbour- 
ing village a grand veena player 
has come to give a perform- 
ance,” continued Prakash. “I 
am going there to invite him. If 
you want, you can come with 
me.” 

When they approached the 
veena player, Prakash said, 
“Friend, you'll be pleased to 
know that I’ve decided to bes- 
tow a title and gifts to you!” 

“What! Are you not Prakash 
the money-lender?” said the old 
veena player, with scorn. “How 
much do you know about 


Veena? Who are you to honour 
me and my art?” the old player 
questioned Prakash. 

Prakash fell silent and he 
walked away from the house. 
Vijay followed him. A little 
later Vijay followed him. A 
little later he said, “Prakash, I 
do not know if I am fortunate or 
unfortunate to have met today 
another person like you. But, 
I’ve realised that in spite of your 
great talents, what comes in 
your way of being accepted by 
people and: by artistes is your 
tremendous pride. A true artiste 
is always humble and egoless - 
but, you are not so.” 

After this episode, Vijay nev- 
er met Prakash again. 
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Temples of India 


| Badrinath and 


_Kedarnath 

| Since times immemorial 
if Himalaya have been consi- 
dered most sacred by Indians. 
The great poet, Kalidasa, de- 
scribes the Himalaya as "God- 
-souled”. Gods, gundharvas and 


nymphs are believed to dwell in 


that sphere. Many of our great 
rivers come from the Himalayas. 


Among the most ancient of holy 
places in the Himalayas is Badri- 
nath. It is here that the Sage 
Vyasa dictated his Mahabharata 
to Lord Ganesha. It is one of the 
seats of Lord Vishnu. 








“The young Sankaracharya, during 
his travel across India, visited the 
place. Through meditation he 
knew where the deity Tested. He 
recovered the idol and installed it 
in a newly built temple. He also 
arranged for the deity’s regular 
worship. 


Long long ago a temple had been 
built to Vishnu at Badrinath. Buta 
terrible landslide seems to have 
destroyed it. The deity got sub- 
merged in the river Alakananda. 
Ages ee Few people visited 


Arrangements made by Sank- 
aracharya remain in force to this 
day. Badrinath, once beyond the 
reach of men who were not 
| prepared to take an arduous jour- 
ney. is accessible today 3 


mobiles 








The temple remains eas for 
about six months of the year as 
snowfall makes it impossible for 
priests | to remain there or pik 
grims to visit the place, But the 
worship does not “stop. It is 
offered to a representative idol of 
the deity at Joshimath. 

















Before the temple is closed, the 
Priest lights a lamp in front of the 
deity. When the temple is 
reopened with the setting in of 
the summer, the lamp is found to 
be burning. This has been a very 
old custom—highly valued. 









On an elevation of 11,735 feet 
above the sea level stands the 
temple of Kedarnath, one of the 
great seats of Lord Siva, a diffi- 


cult but highly prized place of 
pilgrimage for devotees for.cen- 
tunes. 








Yudhisthira felt the presence of 


Cord Siva in this region, known 


the Rudra Himalayas, and offered 
worship to Him. Thus began the 


tradition of worshipping Lord Siva 
at Kedamath. It has remained in 
vogue ever since. 


The five Pandava brothers and 
Draupadi. had undertaken their 
final journey for heaven through | 
| this route. Draupadi died on the 
way first. Near Kedamath died 
Sahadeva, the | ¢ 


Pilgrims brave the difficulties of 
trekking and visit Kedarnath with 
devotion and in a spirit of adven- 
ture, Like Badrinath, the shrine of 
Kedarnath remains closed for ab- 
out six months of the year. Dur- 
ing that period, the deity’s repre- 
sentative idol is worshipped at 
Ukhimath. 








Characters from Indian Classics 
AKUPARA 


A strange man appeared in the forest, It seems he had spent ages in trance 
somewhere and had forgotten who he was. The stranger, was a stranger 
even to himself! : 

He met an old sage and asked him if he knew him. “No,” said the sage. | 
don't remember having seen you ever.” 

“Is there anybody in the forest older than you?” asked the stranger. 

"Yes, an owl who lives in the hill,” said the sage and he accompanied the 
stranger out of curiosity. 

The owl surveyed the stranger but said that he had never known him. “Go 
to the lake known as Indradyumna. There lies an old stork who might have 
known. you.” 

Following the owl's advice the stranger and the sage reached Lake 
Indradyumna and met the stork, but he could not solve the problem. 
However, he suggested that they put the question to the tortoise named 
Akupara, the oldest resident of the lake. 

The moment Akupara saw the stranger, he wept. “O noble soul, how can! 
forget you? You are Indradyumna, the mighty king who had built so many 
temples and monuments. This lake is founded by you and even it bears your 
name!” the tortoise said. 

The king now remembered his life. A chariot descended from heaven and 
the pious king departed to the celestial sphere, taking leave of the sage, the 
owl, the stork and the tortoise. 








ukhvir was. so terrified that 
he almost threw off the emp- 
ty basket! He saw to his surprise 
that there was nothing in the 
basket. And yet, it had seemed 
so very heavy, unbearably 
heavy! Such a thing had never 
happened to him all these years. 

He used to go through that 
forest almost every evening. Ev- 
ery day he would start early in 
the morning from his house, 
with a basketful of fruits on his 
head. He would go to the neigh- 
bouring: market, sell off all the 
fruit by the evening and return 
home taking the path through 
the forest. 

On that‘day, as he was walk- 
ing through the forest, with his 
empty basket on his head, he 
felt suddenly a heavy weight on 
his head, At first Sukhvir 
thought it to be just his imagina- 
tion, But, as the weight started 










BOON OUT OF 
A CURSE 


increasing and became unbear- 
able, he flung the basket on the 
floor, with a shiver running 
down his spine. 

A beautiful female form 
emerged from the basket. “I am) 
the nymph of the forest. Do not 
be afraid, [ mean no harm to 
you,” said the nymph with a 
gentle smile. 

Sukhvir felt comforted. “O 
nymph of the forest, I’m indeed 
grateful to you for...” 

“Sukhvir, in fact, I'm grateful 
to you. For long I'd a desire to 
be- carricd by a man and that 
desire is fulfilled today. You ask 
for a boon and I shall grant it as 
a mark of my gratitude to you,” 
said the nymph 

“If that is so, then, fill up my) 
baskets with sweet mangoes,” 
asked Sukhvir, half in doubt. 

“It will be filled up with ex- 
traordinary mangoes as soon as| 


































ou enter your village,” said the 
inymph and disappeared into the 
jarkening forest. 

Sukhvir’s doubts turned into 
happiness when his basket got 
filled with big; golden mangoes. 
As he approached his hut, his 
wife was surprised to see the 
basket still full of mangoes. 

“What has happened? Could 
you not sell any mangoes to- 
day?” enquired his wife Anu- 
suya. 

Sukhvir took her inside the 
house and narrated to her his 
experience in the forest. She 
laughed at his foolishness and 
said, “What a simpleton you 
are! You asked the nymph only 
for mangoes? You should have 
asked her for some gold, go that 
we could live securely and com- 
fortably for the rest of our 
days!” 

Sukhvir realised his stupidity 
and felt a bit annoyed with 
himself. 

However, next day he took 
the golden mangoes to the mar- 
ket. At first no one was ready to 
purchase them. After a while, a 
rich man was attracted by the 
beautiful mangoes and he pur- 
chased a dozen of them. Then 
other people also realised the 
value of the golden. mangoes 
































and very soon the basket got 
empty. 

That evening Anusuya was 
very happy. 

Next morning, Sukhvir went 
to the market with his usual, 
ordinary mangoes and sat under 
the very tree where he had 
squatted the previous day. Peo- 
ple flocked to him, but they got 
disappointed seeing the ordin- 
ary type of mangoes. No one 
was ready to purchase them, 
they all wanted the special gol- 
dens ones. 

So, that evening, Sukhvir re- 
turned to the forest, came to the 
same spot where he had seen 
the nymph and called out. 




































“O nymph of the forest, 
please reappear before me. 
Your boon has turned into a 
curse. I’m doomed!!” 

The nymph became visible 
and gave a patient hearing to 
Sukhvir’s sad story. 

“All right. Ask for another 
boon,” said the nymph sym- 
pathising with Sukhvir. 

“Grant me some gold,” said 
Sukhvir, “and listen, I want it 
right away—not when I 
approach my village.” Sukhvir 
wanted to be sure of his boon. 

“Let it be so, but be very 
careful with it,” said the kind 
nymph and she vanished into 
the thick forest. 
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Next morning, Sukhvir saw a 
lump of gold in his basket all 
bright and glittering! He put the 
basket on his head and started 
walking quickly towards his 
home, thinking how happy 
would be Anusuya with the gold 
boon. 

But, it was not to be so. 

Just around a bend stood a 
wayside robber, face to face 
with him. The robber thought 
that the basket on Sukhvir’s 
head was full of mangoes, and 
he demanded, pointing a knife 
at him. 

“Give me the basket and I'll 
not harm you!” 

Sukhvir tried to save his gold 
by acting brave: 

“T'll not give it at any cost,” 
he said. 

The robber got more suspi- 
cious. He thought, “Why is this 
man risking his life for the sake 
of a basketful of fruit? Surely, 
thére must be something pre- 
cious in the basket!” 

The robber pounced on Sukh- 
vir wounding him in the arm. 
Sukhvir got scared and ran for 
“his life, leaving behind the bas- 
ket and the gold in it. 

When he entered his village 
suppressing his tears, he saw a 
big crowd near the temple. Cu- 
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rious, he went near it. He saw a 


messanger from the king 
announcing to the public: 

“We have received informa- 
tion that Gajendra, the cruel 
and notorious bandit is hiding 
in this area. Whoever can bring 
him to the king, dead or alive, 
will be rewarded with a lakh of 
Tupees!” 

‘Sukhvir realised that’ once 
again He had missed a good 
chance of becoming rich. If he 


|had come to know about the 


announcement just a day be- 


| fore, he would have surely trick- 


ed the bandit in the forest, who 
was sure to have been Gajen- 
dra, and, somehow captured 


him. Alas! 

Next day, he went to the 
forest once again, called out to 
the nymph and narrated to her, 
his misfortune and said, 
“Nymph, your boons are good- 
for-nothing!” The nymph got 
annoyed with Sukhvir and in an 
irritated mood, she said: 

“Sukhvir, please go away. If 
my boons are good-for-nothing, 
you must have a curse from me! 
Whoever sees first your face as 
you leave me, he shall die on the 
spot! Go away! Never again 
should you come back to me!” 

The nymph of the forest left 
Sukhvir to his fate and faded 
out. 

Sukhvir, sad and downcast 
turned towards his village. He} 
felt very angry with the nymph 
because he had lost also the 
little earning he was getting by 
selling fruits. 

A little later, he was surprised’ 
by the same bandit who stood 
on the narrow forest path and) 
who said, laughing: i 

“Today I'll not give you any; 
chance to answer me back. You! 
leave your basket on the spot or 
else I'll kill you instantly!” 

His words turned on himself. 
The moment Sukhvir looked up| 
and stared into the robber’s 





jeyes, the robber fell dead on the — 


spot, as per the curse of the 
jnymph upon Sukhvir. 

Sukhvir lost no time to take 
the dead body of the robber to 
|the village and told the chief- 
tain, that after a big fight he 
jmanaged to kill Gajendra. He 
even showed his previous day’s 
| knife-wound to prove his claim. 
|The chieftain informed about it 
jto king. 

one — the ee news ae 









TO THRONE 


“king immdediately rewarded] 


Sukhvir with one lakh rupees. | 
Sukhvir had not only become} 
Tich overnight but had also be-| 
come a hero of the village. He 
searched in the forest and reco- 
vered his lost gold too! 


“How amazing it is that while} 
the nymph’s boons failed to} 
bring me prosperity, her curse} 
brought it!” he often whispered 
to his wife, laughing. 








WAY 


‘One day a fioness asked her husband, “Why do you climb the rock and roar once every day?” 
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THE INFALLIBLE 


Aditya, the Prime Minister of King Bharat Dev, had grown old. He desired to 
retire. The king sequested him to appoint someone to that high post 
according to his own choice. 

Aditya took interviews of a number of youths from the nobility. He found 
two of them excelling all the others in many respects. 

He led the two candidates into a room. Inside it was a gold-studded chair. 

"Young men, | found both of you highly qualified and almost perfect in 


every respect. A minister ought to be infallible. Who between you thinks 
himself to be infallible? Please occupy the chair,” said Aditya. 


One of the two young men immediately rushed to occupy the chair. 


“(A minister ought to be infallible, but he should not think he is infallible,“ 
said Aditya and he appointed the other young man to the post! 





Towards Better English 


“What is so funny, grandpa?” Rajesh, who found Prof. Chowdhury 
convulsing with an uncontrollable laughter while reading 4 book, asked. 

"It's an anecdote attributed to a Frenchman. He was quite puzzled to 
discover that to be quick was to be fast; to be tied was to be fast; to spend 
liberally was being fast and even not to eat was to fast!” said Grandpa and 
he added, “Elsewhere | had read yet another Frenchman's enigma. He read 
a sentence, “Should Mr. Noble, who sits for this Constituency, consent to 
stand again, he will have an easy walk-over!” To sit in the sense of being a 
member of an assembly or parliament or a committee—as we say a sitting 
member—and to stand in the sense of contesting an election, and to have a 
walk-over in the sense of winning a victory, are expressions they find difficult 
to appreciate.” 

“Don't Englishmen find such difficulties with the French language?" 
asked Reena. 

“Of course they do. Any language that continues to grow not only imbibes 
new words, but also new meanings for existing words. There are 
400,000 words in the English language according to a calculation made 
some years ago. Even then it goes on absorbing new words.“ 

“400,000 words!” exclaimed Rajesh. 

“Don't you worry. You won't have to use the whole lot of it. A working 
journalist who uses the largest number of words uses less than 20,000. A 
common labourer is known to do with a little over 1,500 words! But, I’m 
sure, you already know much more than that!” said Grandpa with a chuckle. 
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DID YOU KNOW? 


St Mary's Church in Fort St 
George, Madras built in 1680 is the 
oldest British building to be seen in 
India. 


The Great Wall of China is the only 
man-made monument that astro- 
nauts can see from the outer space. 


Three U.S. Presidents died on July 
4. John Adams and Thomas Jetfer- 
son died on 4th July 1826 while 
James Monroe died on 4th July 
1831 


Webster took 36 years.to complete. 
his. English-dictionary. 


Harmonium’s use was till recently 
forbidden in any programme of the 
All India Radio. 


—WN. Srinivas 
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PHOTO CAPTION CONTEST 





N. Netwrajan, G Prorassr 


Can you formulate a caption in a few words, to suit these pictures related to 
each other? If yes, you may write iton a post card and mail it to Photo 
Caption Contest, Chandamama, to reach us by 20th of the current month. A 
reward of Rs. 50/- will go to the best entry which will be published in the 
issue after the next. 





The Prize for May ‘85 goes to:— 
Mrs. Malathi Viswanathan, 933 28th Main Road, IX Block 
Jayanagar, Bangalore 560 069 


The Winning Entry:— “Competitive Inclination” & “Devoted Disposition” 


PICKS FROM THE WISE 


Education is what remains when we have forgotten all that we have been 
taught. 





—George Savile 
If the animals had reason, they would act just as ridiculous as we mentolks 
do. 
—Josh Billings 
Whenever | hear anyone arguing for slavery. | feel.a strong impulse to see it 
tried on him personally. 
—Abraham Lincoln _ 
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It unfolds the glory of India—both past and present—through 
stories, month after month, 

Spread over 64 pages teeming with colourful illustrations, the 
magazine presents an exciting selection of tales from mythology, 
legends, historical episodes, glimpses of great lives, creative 
stories of today and knowledge that matters. 

In 12 languages and in Sanskrit too. 
Address your subscription enquiries to: 
DOLTON AGENCIES 188 N.S.K..ROAD MADRAS-600 026 











twas a hot, summer day. Daboo was 
his bicycle. The gang had 
athis house and were 
off for elong, cool swim. 
ot keto heme ks of 
Maltova and the sandwiches; 
Daboo's mother called. 
‘They set off tinkling the bells of their 
shiny bikes. Happy as lars. A cool 
a oe 
out froma. ee twas 
beautiful day indeed. 
The Blow-out 


they heard Joud bang. Oh 
chor Deboo esha ebencout Oh 


1a, lthad to happen today. The gang 


Butas they wheeled their bike upto 
Daboo,a strange thing happened. A 
black carat breakneck speed came 
tearing down the roed. And collided 
with 2 passing cyclist. The car slowed 
foran instant, then sped away. 


The Maltova Gang in action 

“Wait” shouted Venu. But the car 

didn op. ‘As the driver sped away. 
jeu managed to catch a linpas of 


‘ASren was heard and a white 
ambulance rushed tothe spot. In a 
tice the doctor took over. "Well done. 


the culprit” “twas just me", stid 
Daboo, “Well done, Maltova Gang” 


Maltova makes all the difference 
Yes, Maltova children get the most out 


goodness of 
golden wheat, barley, pure mill, rich 
‘cocoa and sugar. For better resistance. 


sc 
Just send three 500. gms, jor labels and 
inner sea’ or three top flaps of @ 

500 gms. refil pack to: 

The Mattove Cub 

4th Floor, Bhandari House 

91, Nehru Place, New Delhi 110019. 
‘And you aren, 
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Children enjoy writing with Nataray 





because Nataraj writes perfectly. Available in 
Smoother. Darker. Sharper. Without attractive 
breaking, So Nataraj writes longer colourful 
than any other pencil of its kind designs 


That means more writing pleasure 
for a longer time. 


Pencils with a longer lifeline 


A quality product of 
Hindustan Pencils Pvt. Ltd. Bombay 400 001 
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